The Hiftorie of 

Hcc made a blufliing citall of himfclfe, 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As it he rnaftred there a double fpirit 

Ofteaching.and of learning inftantly: 

There did he paufej but let roe tell the world, 
Ifheout-liuethccnuieofthis day, 

£»ff4iWdidneuer owefofweeteahope, 

Somuchmifconftrued in his wantonneftc. 

Hot. Coofen.l thinke thou art enamored/ 

On his follies : neuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wilde at hbertie : 

Buttie he as he will,y et once ere night, 

I will imbracc him with a Souldiers arrne, 

That he fhall fhrinke vnder my curteftc. 

Arme,arnK with fpeed.andfellow’s fouldiers, hyenas, 

Better confider whatyou haucto doc. 

That I that hauc not well the gift of tongue, 

Gan lift-.your blood vp with perfw afion. Fnttr a Mefenger. 

Mejf. My Lord, here are Letter* for you. 

Hot. I cannotread them-novv . 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort •, 

To fper.d thafrftiortneOe bafely, were too long; 

If life didride vpon a Dials poynt, 

Still ending at the arriuall of an houre, 

And if we Hue, we line to treed on Kinges, 

If die,braue death, when Princes die with vs.. 

Mow for our Confciences,the Armesis faire. 

When the intent for bearing them is luff £*itcr cr > 

Meff. My Lord. prepare, the conic* on apace. 

Hot. I thankchim.that he cuts me from my tale : 

For I profelTcnot talking.onely this. 

Let each uian doc his beft s and here draw l a S word, 

Whofc temper 1 intend to ftaine 

With the bcfl blood that I can meet w ithall. 

In thcaduenturc of this perilous day. 

Now efpcrance Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all the loftie inftruments of Warre, 

Andby thatmuficke,lctys aUimbrace > . 


Sot, 


Henric tie' fourth. 

For hcauen to earth, fomc of vs ne^er ftiall, 

A fecond tune do fuch a curteGe. 

Here, they embrace, the Trumpets found ,the King enters with his 
power, alarms to. the Battcll: thenmter c T>OWgLs, and Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

Blunt. What i: ;hy name, thatinBattcl! thus thou croffeftme? 
What hon our doft thou feeke vpon my head? 

Dow. Know then.rny name is Dowglas , 

And I doe haunt thee in the Battcll thus, 

Bccaufe feme cellmc, that thou art a King. 

Blunt,- They tell thee true. 

Dowg. The Lord of Stafford de are to day hath bought 
■ Thy hkenefle,for in ftead of thee, King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him, fo fliall it thee, 

\fele£fc thou yeeld thee as aPrifoner. , , . 

[ ’Blum. I was not borne to yeeld, thou pjfoud d 
Aud thou ft alt find aKing that willrcuenge 
Lord Staffords da th. j % -, ; ( < 

They figt, Dowglas hur Bluni\ then enters Hotjpurs 
Hot. O Dowglas, hfdQ. th.ou fought &Hplmfdon thus, . 

I neuer had triumpht ouer ,1 . , 
k Dowg, Als,donc,als won, here brcathles lyes the King, 

Hot. Where? - Dong. Hc.effc, c .‘ 

Hot. This,D«»g/«tr?no,IkQow this tacefuU well, : ,• 

A gallant Knight he vya<i,his name yiias. Blunt)l 
Semblablyfurnifht like the King hinffelfc, , . ... 

T)owg. Ahfoole,goc wkhthy foule whitlierit goesj 
A borrowed title haft thou bought too dear, e, 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a.Kittg i> 

Hot. The King hath many marching in his Goatcs. 

Dowg. Now by my Sword, l will kill ali bis Coates, 
lie murder all his Wardropc piece by- piec4> . 

Vntill I mecte the King. Hot. V p and away. 

Our Souldiers ftandfull fairelyfor the day, 

Alarme, enter Falfialjfe foltts. 

Falf. Though I could Cape (hot-fice it London, I feare the 
fhot herejhere’s no fcoringbut vpon the pate,. S®ft, who are 
you? Sir Walter 2?/W, there’s honour for you, here’s no vanitie, 

K.. L. 
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